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least sacrificed all these for Venice; for, trifling as the cir-
cumstance may be, I can assure you that, merely to find
myself a visitant of this enchanting city, I have thrown to
the winds all the duties and connections of my past exist-
ence.'

* But why bind your lot to the fallen and the irredeem-
able F    1 have no choice but to die where I was born, and
no wish to quit a country from which spring all my associa-
tions ; but you, you hare a real country, full of real in-
terests, to engage your affections and exercise your duties.
In the north, you are a man; your career may be active,
intelligent, and useful; but the life of a Venetian is a dream,
and you must pass your days like a ghost gliding about a
city fading in a vision.'

. ' It is this very character that interests me. I have no
sympathy with reality. What vanity in all the empty
bustle of common life ! It brings to me no gratification ;
on the contrary, degrading annoyance. It developes all the
lowering attributes of my nature. In the world, I am never
happy but in solitude ; and in solitude so beautiful and so
peculiar as that of Venice my days are indeed a dream, but
a dream of long delight. I gaze upon the beautiful, and my
mind responds to the inspiration, for my thoughts are as
lovely as my visions.*

* Your imagination supports you.    It is a choice gift.    I
feel too keenly my reality.

* I cannot imagine that you, at least, should either feel
or give rise to any other feelings but those that are enchant-
ing.'

* Nay ! a truce to compliments.    Let me hear something
worthier from you.'                         .

* Indeed/ I said seriously, ' I was not thinking of com-
pliments, nor am I in a mood for such frivolities; yet I
wish not to conceal that, in meeting you this evening, I
have experienced the most gratifying incident of mv life/